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N/A 


It was Halloween, and as | tried to sleep, | couldn't help but allow my imagination to run away. Maybe | shouldn't 


have watched that scary movie with my bandmates, | thought. Then | heard the sound. Creak. 


| rolled over facing the wall'Nothing to be afraid of | told myself . ' It's just the wind’ 
| heard the noise again, only this time it was closer. 

‘Maybe it's one of the other tenants in the hallway’ 

| convinced myself. | closed my eyes, tried to drift off to sleep. 


Suddenly, there was a loud yowling noise and a form lunged at me from the darkness. | hit the wall in my panic 
and fled out of room and down the hall. 
Frantically pounding on the first door, | awakened a sleepy eyed Dave Mustaine, my friend and neighbour. 


"Jesus, Joe, what are you so spooked about?" 
With wide eyes, | pointed down the hallway. "Something..in my room!" | managed between gasps of air. My name 


is Josephine, but since moving here to the hotel, my name had been shortened for me to simply, Joe. 


There were footsteps in the hall as David Ellefsen, Chris Poland and Gar Samuelson came to see what all the 


commotion was about. David put his hands on my shoulders, helping me focus. "Joe, you alright?". | nodded, as 
Dave explained. "Something, or someone is in her room". Gar and Chris looked perplexed. "Well, it wasn't us", 


Chris said. 


| rolled my eyes. "Great, if it wasn't any of us, they might still be in there’. As if to answer my inquiry, a 
crash resounded in my room. Gar went to his room, and returned with a baseball bat. "Here", he grinned, 
handing it to me, "take this". Dave looked crossly at him. "Oh yeah, like she's going back there alone". 

He looked at me. "You weren't thinking of going back there alone.were you?". | smiled wryly. "Uh, no. | don't think 


sol", 


David looked around. "| guess we're all going then’, he said. Gar and Chris looked sheepish. "Count us out", they 
said in unison, slinking back to their rooms. 

| looked from Dave to David and back. "Here, you take the bat, Junior", | grinned. David mouthed a ‘You sure? 
at me. Nodding, | led the way down the hallway to my room, Dave and David close behind me. 


Quietly opening my door, | sneaked into the darkness. 

Hearing a creak of floorboards near my bed, | lunged at the dark shape, knocking it over. A noisy struggle 
ensued, and David flicked on the light. In a heap on the floor were Dave and I. "Wrong target." Dave snarled. 
| could only manage an "Oops" when David said "Look", and motioned to the open window. Dave stood up, and 


helped me to my feet. | looked at the window with an uncomfortable smile on my face. 


"That does it! | am NOT sleeping in here tonight!". | looked helplessly at Dave and David. "I guess you'll have to 
stay with me", said Dave. The three of us went back to David's room for a while to calm ourselves down. 
David thought we could listen to some music, but when he turned on the radio, there was a news broadcast 
instead. 


"The Police are warning the public to stay in their homes and be very vigilant tonight. There is an escaped 
convict on the loose. William Fletcher is presumed armed and dangerous, with a history of rape and violence. 
People are urged to keep their doors and windows securely locked and bolted. Fletcher is six feet tall, 225 
pounds, with a beard and black hair. He is still presumed to be wearing orange prison issues. If you see him, 


call qll immediately. That is all". 


| looked at Dave and David. "Oh shit. This is not good.."David muttered, "not good at all". | shrugged, huffing out 
my breath. "Now what the hell do we do? That nut job could be in my room right now, for all we knowl". 


Chris and Gar came into the room. "Didja hear the news? There's a psycho on the loosel", Gar quietly 
remarked. David looked at him solemnly. "Yeah, and we think he might have been ‘the noise’ in Joe's room". 
Chris and Gar's jaws dropped. "No shit?". | shook my head. "We're not kidding. The prison isn't too far from 
here, either. So its quite likely that he's in there..waiting". Dave looked at the rest of us. "So, what do we 


propose to do? We can't just go in there without knowing where, and if, he's in there". | agreed with him. 


"Dave's right. There's no safe way to know, either". 

Chris smiled. "Well..actually, there is". He opened the door of David's room a crack and pointed to the coiled 
firehose on the wall. | looked at Chris with a raised eyebrow. "And that's gonna do WHAT?". Dave looked as 

puzzled as | was, but David seemed to catch on to what Chris was getting at. "We'll root him out, if he's in 
there", David enthused, "with that hose". Chris patted David on the shoulder. "At least someone gets it", he 


grinned. 


Grasping the hose off its holder, Chris and David dragged it down the hall to my room. Gar manned the faucet, 
waiting for the signal to crank it on. Dave sat with me in David's room. He threw an arm over my shoulder. 


"You okay, Joe?". | nodded and smiled at him. "Well, aside from having my whole room flooded, I'll be alright". 


From down the hall, we heard David yell "Crank it, Garl", and heard the hiss of the water through the hose. 
There was the sound of water cascading into my room, followed by a stranger's scream and breaking 
furniture. 


| couldn't contain myself, and lunged out into the hall, Dave reaching to stop me. | really wished, in that split 
second, that he'd been able to. 


A large man dressed in an orange prison jumpsuit came lunging towards me, a kitchen knife in his hand. 
There was no time to turn and run There was no time to do anything. No sound came from my throat. Dave 
got to the doorway, eyes wide in horror. ' This is it ' | thought ' the end of my life '. | could hear the man's 


heavy, winded breathing as he came within inches of me. He raised his knife. 


And | did the only thing | could do. | raised my foot in a vicious forward kick, hoping that, just once, my aim 
would be true to the mark. 


It was. 


My bare foot met with the man's testicles and | felt a crunch. Openmouthed and screaming, the convict 
clutched at his groin and crumpled to the floor in a heap. Dropping the hose, Chris ran for the phone to call 
the police. David looked on, as Dave kicked the downed man in the jaw for good measure. With a groan, the 


convict slumped into unconsciousness. 


With David watching the man for signs of movement, 

Dave came to me and put his arms around me in a warm hug. "Are you okay?", he asked with concern in his 
voice, then with a laugh said, "That was quite a kick, by the way. Where did you learn that?".| smiled up at 
him, and touched his cheek with my fingers. 


"| learned it from you". 
The police sirens came to a stop outside the building and five officers came running up the stairs to the 


second floor. They put the man in handcuffs and leg restraints, and took him outside to the Sherriffis van. 
The van headed back to the prison. 


One officer stayed behind to talk to us. 

"You should consider yourselves lucky’, he told us. 

"This man was responsible for over 30 rapes and 25 murders. He was on Death Row, but somehow he escaped. 
We don't know quite how. But rest assured, he won't be so lucky again. Thanks for calling us". 

Dave and nodded, and went to Dave's room. He tucked me into his bed, and climbed in beside me. Throwing an 
arm over his chest, | snuggled close to him. 

"So, you gonna be able to sleep?" Dave asked me. 

| nodded. He snuggled into me. "I don't know about you, but | won't be able to sleep for a while’. 

We cuddled and kissed softly for what seemed like forever. And then, we heard it. 

.creeakk... 

| sucked in my breath, grabbing onto Dave firmly. He felt 

as apprehensive as | was, holding me tightly. 


The noise came again. .Creeaakk.. 


Suddenly, Dave yelled. "Chris! Will you fuckin’ cut that out!?". From down the hall, Chris yelled "Cut what out?" 


Dave and | looked at each other in panic, then jumped up and bolted down the hall to Chris! room. 


With a scoff, David crawled out from under the bed, and calmly walked back to his room. 


End. 


